who could communicate only through spoken
words. In a village of two hundred souls
perhaps only one man could read. And on
holidays or in the evening when the work was
done he read aloud to the people from some
story. The rise of the Chinese novel began in
just this simple fashion. After a while people
took up a collection of pennies in somebody's
cap or in a farm wife's bowl because the reader
needed tea to wet his throat, or perhaps to pay
him for tune he would otherwise have spent at
his silk loom or his rush weaving. If the collec-
tions grew big enough he gave up some of his
regular work and became a professional story-
teller. And the stories he read were the begin-
nings of novels. There were not many such
stones written down, not nearly enough to last
year in and year out for people who had by
nature, as the Chinese have, a strong love for
dramatic story. So the story-teller began to
increase his stock. He searched the dry annals
of the history which the scholars had written,
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